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Shanledor's CNole 


This book is an English rendering to select noble 
utterances of the sage-poet Bhartrihari in Sanskrit verses. Some 
say that Bhartrihari is only the compiler of these verses, not 
their original author. Others say, he is both compiler and 
composer of some of these verses if not all of them. This 
controversy can be finally resolved only when Bhartnihan sage 
is known beyond doubt, and for this knowledge it must be known 
beyond doubt which is the one (of the three known to history 
by that name) that authored these verses. 


Its tone is expository, advisory and didactic. It seeks to 
impart a knowledge of the ways of the wortd, to expose the 
snares of sensual attractions, to provoke thought and awaken 
the spirit to true enlightenment culminating in the soul's 
communion with the Universal. Beginning with teachabie 
boyhood and passing through vulnerable youth, it ends in the 
earned composure of oid-age asceticism. Bhartrihari is 
doubtlessly aware that wisdom cries in the street but none 
hearkens to it. Yet he preferred wisdom-hawking to silence, 
leaving its use to whosoever it concerns. Asa book of quotable 
quotes, it enables one to voice wisdom best-suited toa situation 
in social life, besides making the real seeker live his life 
thoughtfully learning from all the accumulated experiential 
essence of human transactions through ages of history of 
civilization. 


No translated version can replace the original. But, to 
be sure, a better scholar would always be better suited for the 
job of translation. | only hope that the essential thought of 
Bhartrihari has been presented undamaged in the translation 
process in spite of the cultural barrier of a linguistic nature 
between Sanskrit and English. A few verses are left out as 


their rendering in English, for my simple abilities, appeared 
unsatisfactory. 





6 

The number at the right end of each verse indicates 
verse number in Sanskrit while the number in the middle of the 
5 the serial number of the verse. 


Verse translation is thought to be better than prose 
paraphrase. Yet strict prosodical demands are thought to be 
more honoured in the breach in view of a free rendering of the 
original thought. Assonance often takes the place of rhyme. 


Archaic expressions are deliberately chosen as they are 
believed to give the reader a smack of antiquity, not 
withstanding the relevance of these thoughts or observations 
to modern life-styles. 

All those remarks about Woman which are rather 
offending (more so in the light of modern attitude to woman) 
may kindly be understood in this wise—All those remarks are 

also true of man in the context from a woman's point of view 
if woman is man’s temptation point and therefore his weakness. 
man is an equal temptation point for woman and therefore her 
weakness, basically because one needs the other as much as 
the other needs the one for life's joys and fulfilment, and also 
for spiritual awareness and realization. 


It is hoped that the Virtues of Bhartrihari ji 
é ri outweigh th 
defects of the translator in finding favour with the joules ° 
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BOOK | WORLDLY WAYS : NITI-SHATAKA 


THE PATH OF THE STUPID 

l 

Enlightened men are envy-ridden 

And rulers are proud and complacent; 

Untutored others are ignorant; 

So wasted lies the truth unbidden. 1 
2 

The innocent man is easily taught; 

The knowing man more easily still; 

Alas! to teach the half-knowing lot, 

The Creator God has not the skill. 2 

_ 3 

Pluck the gem from the crocodile’s teeth; 

Wear the snake like a flower-wreath; 

Swim the stormy seas..... Perhaps one may, 

But oh! to teach the stupid there’s no way. 3 
4 

From sands one could squeeze out oil 

And, searching, find a rabbit’s hor, 

And from muirages drink one’s fill, 

But none could teach the fool forlorn. 4 
5 

The one that seeks to bind a mammoth 

With a piece of brittle straw; 

The one that seeks with a tender flower 

The diamond hard to saw; 

The one that seeks with a drop of honey 

To sweeten the salty seas; 

All these, indeed, are impudent fools; 

But the King of Fools is he 

Who'd cure stupidity. 5 


10 
6 
Let each ignoramus keep his silence 
In councils of learned WISC ; 
For such it is that Brahma made 
This ignorance in Wisdom’s guise. 
7 
Unschooled, unwise, like an elephant in rut, 
In pride of omniscience I once did strut, 
Now learning a little in wise discourse, 
I know me shallow; my pride is spent force. 
8 


His shame to the dog is never known 
While biting a donkey’s meatless bone 
With great relish and pride, 
Though Jndra stand beside; 
The heinous being never thinks 
How much his meanness stinks. 
9 
Down from Heaven to Shiva s head, 
Down to Himalai, down to th’ Earth, 
Down to the seas, still down is sped 
The Ganga to the underworld; ~ 
The stupid falls, though noble of birth, 
For want of discretion likewise hurled. 
10 
With water check the fire, and check the sun 
With an umbrella; check with a goad an elephant, 
And bull and ass with a stick; with medicinal potion 
Check disease, and with charms, snake-—poison; 
There’s cure for all, but none for fools adamant. 


THE PATH OF THE LEARNED 


11 


If learned, wise teachers are poor, 
The ruler is to blame, for sure; 
The diamond’s generic value suffers no whit 
But the undervaluer betrays his untrained wit. 
12 
No thief can loot it, nor giving pauperizes one; 
But, given, increases both the store and glee; 
Such is the sacred wealth of lore, my son! 
The rich fore learned men shall humble be. 
13 
Man’s learning is of man the beauty, 
It is his hidden treasure, 
Man’s learning is of man the fame, 
It is his glory and pleasure, 
Man’s learning is of man the friend 
In all his wanderings abroad; 
Man’s learning is of man the honour, 
For learning is but God; 
Of preceptors, learning is preceptor, 
Tis honoured of kings , (not gold); 
And without learning Man but is 
A beast unhonoured, untold. 
14 
None needs an armour to wear 
If he but knows to forbear; 
No need of foes is there 
| If one lets anger flare; 
What need of consuming fire 
| If kinsmen round you conspire? 
What serpents need you around 


11 


12 


12 

Where vicious men abound? 
No need of a relieving drug 
But a kind companion’s hug; 
What can your gold do 

That learning can’t for you? 
Who cares for regal glory 
When muses sing their poesy? 


15 

To one’s own men obliged; to servants, kind; 
To one’s enemy, brave; to elders, a patient mind; 
To the wicked, stem; amiable to the good; 

To women, a firm unyielding attitude; 

To rulers obedient; modest to learned men: 


Whoever is all this, secures the world’s protection. 


16 

It teaches truthful speech and whets the brain; 
Ennobles the heart and purges sins; 

Enhances honour; renown it wins; 

Good friendship brings many a noble‘gain. 

: 17 

Age cannot wither nor death destroy 
The poet juminaries; 
Their mettle of immortal fame 
Nor age, disease, nor death can tease. 


THE PATTH OF THE VALOROUS 


18 
With age and hunger worn and dead almost, 
Though fallen on evil days, all glory lost, 
The self-respecting lion that rends for meat 
The bulky elephant’s top, shall never eat 
The tasteless blade of grass in owned defeat. 


17 


19 


20 


21 


19 
Acquiring a fat-stained, fleshless bone of an ox, 
Although it cannot his hunger appease, 
The dog is overjoyed; while, leaving the fox 
That’s fallen in his lap, the lion would seize 
The mighty elephant for prey: So one and all 
Desire the prize to their own parts equal. 
20 
Wagging his tail and patting the ground with feet, 
Lying on back and showing his mouth and belly, 
Thus from his master earns the dog his meat; 
But fondled and cajoled and looking majestically, 
The elephant earns his food quite honourably. 
21 
Who in this whirlpool of life and death 
Isn’t born and dead? 
His birth indeed is fruitful by whom 


His house to greatness is led. 
22 


Alike for flowers and noble men 
A two-way fate’s in store: 
To wreath the heads, to head the world, 
Or wither in woods obscure. 
23 
With natural greatness Rahu seeks 
Out Surya and Chandra and vengeance wreaks, 
Though Guru and other gods are there; 
And Rahu has only his head to fare! 
24 
A nobler fate it is for Himavan S$ son 
To fall by Jndras fiery proud weapon 
Than leaving in a swoon his beaten father 
And finding refuge in the seas, yes, rather. 


22 


23 


24 


25 


26 


28 
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29 
No insults when hurled by one - 


ks to fell 
-an though yet & cub, SEEKS ” | 
i we A fat-stained wall-like cheeks; 
of brave men all is this the quality natural, 
Nor here of age or youth one speaks. 30 


THE PATH OF THE WEALTHY 


27 
My race be damned to the Underworld! 
Desires still lower be hurled! 
Let character fall from mountain-top! 
May lineage bum! Let drop 
The thunder-bolt on preventive self-respect! 
May mine be wealth without which one 
All these are grass and man’s undone. 31 
28 
None is noble born but the wealthy man; 
Tis he, none else, that knows merits to scan; 
Handsome is he, the scholar, the orator; 
Of virtues all is wealth the generator. 32 
29 
Destroyed through wicked ministers is the king; 
Through worldly contacts is a hermit lorn; 
A child is spoiled through overmuch fondling; 
Through want of leaming comes a priest to scorn; 
Through a wicked child a lineage comes to harm; 
Despoiled is character through wicked friends; 
Lost is the sense of shame through liquor’s charm; 


15 


Through want of foresight farming profitless ends; 
Through long separation comradeship is rent; 
Through want of mutual faith is friendship broken; 
Through wreckless husbandry large estates are spent, 
Through accident and thoughtless charity moneys slacken. 33 
30 
Enjoyment, charity, and ruin, 
This is the three-fold way of gold; 
Unjoyed, ungiven, the coin 
Shall take the third path told. 34 
31 
With battle-scars the warrior grand, 
The river with dry knolls of sand, 
The moon bright with one only phase, 
The maiden spent in love’s embrace, 
The man through charity impoverished, 
The diamond whetted, cut and polished, 
Through loss of fat the elephant worn; 
The glory of these by their thinness is bore. 35 
32 
One, being poor, doth crave for a handful of nce; 
Becoming later rich, the very one 
Looks on the whole of earth as grass in price; 
The values of objects lie but in comparison, 
Now great, now small, with the state and status ofone. 36 
33 . 
To milk the cow-like earth if thou desirest, 
Then let thy people feed like calves, O king! 
For, while the people are looked after best, 
The earth, like Tree of Plenty, — everything. 37 
Now truthful, false but now; now coarse of speech, 
Now pleasing; killing now, now kind; now miserly, 


16 
And charitable now, 


, 


for ever a spendthrift, rich 
ways are ever so many 


As much Brahma inscribed on forehead-slate, 
Man gets so much, or small or great, 

Though in a desert he be, 

Nor more on Meru gets he; 

Thou art for wealth like to a pot 

That takes the same from well or sea, 

So leave this thirst, contented be; 

A beggar mean for wealth be not. 


THE PATH OF THE WICKED 

36 

Desire for other’s wealth and women, 

An envy about the friends and good men; 

An unkind and quarrelsome temperament, 

These are the wicked’s various ingredient. 
37 - 

Forsaken be the wicked man, 

However learned he be; 

For with a shining gem on hood, 

A deadly snakeishe. 
38 

In modest men a dullness finds the fool, 

And boast in righteous men; 

Hypocrisy in the honest men and cool; 

In soldiers a cruel disposition; 

In tranquil saints he finds a tardy wit; 

In friendly men a want; 

In mighty men a haughty reckless spirit; 

In ready wits a taunt: 


38 


40 


41 


42 


ee 


10 


Virtues are none possessed of men 

But the wicked blackens every one. 

| 39 

The miser needs no other evil, 

Nor the tale-bearer another sin; 

Disrepute doth, more than death, kill; 

The good man wants not kith and kin; 

The truthful man no penance needs more; 
The well-informed nor needs a golden store; 


Than magnanimity naught better adorns the face; 


Thar a pure conscience is no holier place. 
40 
The dim unlustrous moon by day; 
The lake with lotuses withered away; 
The darling past her prime and grace; 
The handsome, fair, unlettered face; 
The king whose only care is coin; 
The wicked seeking the king to join; 
These trouble the mind day out, day in. 
41 
None is beloved by kings 
Possessed of haughty ragings; 
By fire is scorched he 
Who feeds the fire with ghee. 
42 
If silent, dumb you needs must be; 
If ready-witted, a blab or shrew; 
If sociable, a profit-monger, surely; 
If aloof, why, good-for-nothing are you; 
If patient, why, then, a coward you are; 
If surly, a low-born, sure, you be: 
So servitude makes each virtue one error; 
To sages themselves it’s uncanny. 


43 


45 


47 


17 


¥ 43 


Whoever comes to any joy 
That comes under the evil eye 
Of one that to the wicked is patron 


And lives by unscrupulous sin, 
And being rich, now fortune-favoured, 


Forgets his past with sins savoured, 
And runs down all the virtues revered? a 
44 
One shorter waning, longer waxing one, 
Like shadows of mom and eve, 
Do friendships wane or wax, begun 
Between the good and the bad, by’r leave. 49 
45 
To the deer, the fish, and all men good 
That live by grass and water and joy for food, 
The hunter, the angler, and all the wicked brood 
Are causeless foes, ’tis understood. 50 


THE PATH OF THE GOOD 


46 
Desire for friendship with good men; 
Shaking off a wicked friend; 
Desire of lust in their own women; 
Of world’s opinion frightened; 
For another’s virtues appreciation; 
A self-controlling power; 


To teachers and God, obedience and devotion: 
When slighted and spurned, a valour; 
Whoever has the virtues aforesaid, 


May all such men be saluted. 51 


11 





47 
Eloquence in parliaments of the wise 
And fortitude in difficult days; 
A love of learning, and care for reputation; 
A courageous bearing in batttle-frays; 
In prosperity, a patient toleration; 
These are the native ways of upright men. 52 
48 
Of hand, admirable liberality; 
Of word, a never-failing verity; 
Of shoulders, matchless strength triumphant; 
Of ears, u learning fast, intent; 
Of mind and heart, a genuine purity; 
Of head, a love to teachers obedient, 
Even in the absence of money, 
Of great men these are the omament. 53 
49 
Control of thievish thought and silence 
Of another’s wealth and praise of another’s woman, 
Compassion for creatures all; non-violence, 
Control of greed; a timely generous disposition; 
An equal respect for all the several science; 
Verity; to teachers, modest obedience; 


For the good is this the code of conduct human. 54 
50 
The great man’s heart is lily-soft 
In days of prosperity, 
And stone-like hard his heart becomes 
In days of adversity. 55 
51 


Whoever taught the good this austere practice 
As hard as walking on the razor’s edge!? 
In justest modes of living, their genuine bliss; 





20 . 
To do no evil deed, their ardent pledge, 


Though lite on that count endangered be; | 
and never to beg the wicked, nor even the friend 
Whose means and moneys thinned in charity; 
In hardships a fortitude that does not bend; 
And modest behaviour to the elderly. 
52 
Whoever taught the good this austere practice 
As hard as walking on the razor’s edge!? 
Of secret charity to whoso seeks, the bliss; 
And never to boast of it to others, the pledge; 
And ever the help of others to acknowledge; 
And, fortune-favoured, never proud to be; 
And never to speak of others slightingly. 57 
53 
The water-drop doth nameless die 
On red-hot iron dropped; 
On the lotus-leaf the same doth lie 
In pearly lustre wrapped; 
The same in oyster-shell when fallen, 
Becomes a pearl indeed; 
So off it passeth with such men | 
As the low, the common, the noble that companion. 58 
54 
Rightly called a son is he 
Who ever conducts himself nob] y; 
Rightly called a wife is she 
Who ever her husband’s well-wisher be: 
Rightly called a friend is he . 
0s¢ love is unchanged, or sad or happy- 
The luckiest man shall have these an" $9 
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55 
They, being modest, honour take; 
And, praising others, prove their own parts; 
They helping others, their own success make; 
Forbearing, tease the taunting sorts;— 
The wonderful ways of the good are such, 
They are by one and all honoured much. 


21 


THE PATH OF THE ALTRUIST 


56 


Nor sores the labouring cloud but hangs below, 


Nor lifts its head the mellow fruitful tree; 


The good men, fortune-favoured, humbler grow; ; 
1 


Of altruists all this is the natural quality. 
57 
By learning shines the kind man’s ear » 
And not by ear-rings; 
His hand shall shine by charity dear, 
And not by wristlet-things; 
His body, not by sandal-smear 
But shines by altruist doings. 


The moon unasked doth bloom the water lily; 


The sun so blooms the lotus; the cloud so 


So are the good altruists naturally. 
59 


62 


rains; 
63 


Some help another’s cause, their own forsake; 


Altruists are they and noble; 


Some help themselves and other’s success make, 


They are the common rabble; 


For personal profit another's cause some stake; 


They are but devils in human frame; 


22 
Without a motive another’s cause some break; 
64 


They have no proper name. - 
From sins dissuading, persuading to do good deeds, 
And keeping secrets close, proclaiming virtues; 

but supplying needs; 


Forsaking not in want, 
Of friendship good such Is the — use. 65 


Milk to Water gave his virtues all, . 
That Water now as friend has joined him; 


Now seeing Milk in boiling heat, his pal 

Water jumps into Fire for sorrow grim; 

Now rises Milk to jump into Fire, in its turn, 

On seeing Water in Fire to burn; 

But seeing Water join him again, subsides, 

Thus pacified, Milk: So friendship true abides. 66 
62 

Here Vishnu sleeps, and here the rout of his foes; 

Here lie the mountain ranges seeking refuge; 


Here too Badabaagni lies under sea-billows; 
The good like the seas are accommodating, wide and huge. 67 


63 
The axle of the heavens, Dhriva’ life is blessed; 
The worlds on his back, is blessed Kurma 5 life; 
All other creatures, caught up in the strife . 
Of birth and death, like worms in a fig, areenmessed. 68 
64. —C 
Destroy thy greed and avarice; keep forbearance; 
Forsake thy pride and love of wicked men; 
The path of sages tread; keep truthful utterance; | 
Respect and serve the noble learned men; 
Be modest, treat well unfriendly men; : 
Be kind to the down-trodden; thy fame keep clean; 
Do so, and thou shalt be a gentleman dear. 69 


13 


23 
65 


Some men there are that please 

All men with favours done; 

That bring to the others ease 

By making a huge mountain 

Of another’s mole-hill virtue; 
Thus having their bliss that’s due 
In thought, in word, in action, 


So filled with virtue’s nectar, 
Some men there are. 70 


THE PATH OF FORTITUDE 
66 


Nor were the gods with the Ocean’s treasures pleased, 
Nor frightened were they by the Ocean’s Haalaahal, 
Nor rested they till Amrita finally surfaced; 
Till the end is achieved the brave rest not at all. 71 
67 
The lowly naught begin for fear of impediment, 
The average, hindered, leave the thing begun; 
The noble, though hundred hurdles prevent, 
Do not forsake the thing but somewhat done. 72 
68 
Now sleeps on softest bed, and now on the floor; 
Now eats raw food, now relishes rice; 
Now wears fine clothes, now cloth of coarsest store; 
Of weal and woe, the man with a goal isn’t nice. 
69 
Experts of ethics may condemn or commend; 
May riches come or riches go away, 
May death come now or life extend 
The brave from justice nor shrink nor sway. 74 


73 


24 70 
nquers worlds, that hero smart, 
's look for a dart, 
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fa 
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The bravery of the brave 
None ever might deprave, 
Though they are obliged by Fate: 
Th ough Fire one downward tums, 
The flame but upward burns. 
72 
Tis somewhat good that one is crushed by a fall 
From the mountain-top to the rocks beneath, 
“Tis licewise good that one is killed by gall, 
Thrusting one’s hand to the serpent’s teeth; 
That one jumps into Fire is good equal; . 
To lose one’s character is no good at all. 
73 
For him who lords the world with noble character 
A wreath is the cobra, venom is but nectar; ) 
And Meru is but a stone, the lion, a horse; 
The fire is water, a brook is the ocean hoarse. 
"" 74 
ae si _ = the tree still grows; 
Rae €, the moon still glows; . 
idering thus that hardships naught prevai 
The sager brave their losses ‘. 
naught bewail. 
75 


For lordshi 
hip, goodness of heart; control of speech, 


= Courage, for wisdom, 
dies’ 
harity for riches, wrathlessnesg for penance; 


75 


76 


77 


78 


79 


peace, for knowledge, obedience; 
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—— 


Unboast for the right, for the able, patience, 
An ornament is, as said, each for each, 
And conduct good doth all enrich. 


THE PATH OF DESTINY 


76 
Adviser was Guru; Vajra was weapon, 
The gods were soldiers; fort was Heaven, 
Of Vishnu was favour, the mount was Travan; 
Indra’s martial force amazing so, 
Yet Indra was defeated by the foe, 
Then human valour must be vain 
And Fate alone is refuge, ’tis plain. 
77 
In search of food a mouse had drilled 
A hole into a box and entered there; 
And there was caught by a snake and killed; 
The starving snake, his stomach thus filled, 
Escaped by the hole the mouse did tear, 
O rest, ye men! For weal and woe 
Alike is Fate the cause, quite so. 
. B 
The good man, fallen, rises like a ball; 
The bad man falls like sod, not rising at all. 
79 


A bald-headed man, his head scorched in the sun, 


Is led by Fate to a palm-tree shade; 


And there his head by a falling fruit is broken, 


Where go the fated, there all dangers pervade. 


80 


81 


82 


83 


26 
80 


Considering snakes and birds and elephants chained; 
Sun and Moon eclipsed, the gods impoverished; 
Methinks, ’tis Fate that one and all doth bind. 
81 
A treasure-trove of virtues, world’s ornament, 
By Brahma made, if such a noble man 
Is short-lived and too soon spent, 
Then, Brahma’s folly, alas! who ever could scan? 
82 
The lord of Ambrosia, all herbs by him are tended; 
Of Shiva’s head he’s ornament, 
He’s ever attended by physician gods a hundred; 
This Chandra yet is consumption-bent; 
The order of Fate who can prevent? 
83 
Inexorable Fate, all like an expert potter, 
Pulps my mind like mud and beats - 
With sticks of dangers on the wheel of cares; 
O friend! who knows how worse he treats! 
84 


Rest, rest, foolish Fate! from impossible wish 
To see the great lose heart and creep; 
These Principal Mounts and Oceans never relinquish 
Their native courage though Doomsday sweep. 
85 


The lordly Fate gives every man his due, 

Nor great dependence brings a greater gain; 
Depending on the cloud, the water-cuckoo 

But gets of the showering cloud a drop or two, 
Though the beneficent cloud on all doth greatly rain. 


85 


86 


87 


88 


89 


90 


15 


27 


THE PATH OF WORK 
86 
Let gods be saluted; nay, but gods are bound 
By Fate, then Fate be saluted; nay, but Fate 
Is fruitful as per Karma; to Karma prostrate 
Be every one, for Karma alone doth redound. 91 


87 
By whom is Brahma employed as potter primeval; 
By whom is Vishnu obliged ten times to incarnate; 
By whom is Rudra destined to beg in a skull, 
By whom is humbled the sun for ever to rotate; 
To him, Karma, be every one prostrate. 92 
88 
Wish ye, ye wise! to have thy heart’s desire? 
Then worship thou the Goddess of Good Deeds, 
(It boots not to worship other virtues for hire), 
For, deeds do make one good or bad, and action breeds 
A fool into a scholar, and foes into friends, 
The abstract into concrete, and poison into nectarmends. 93 
89 
A decent house and graceful women, 
And wealth and scepterd power, 
All these are thine for joy, but given 
By Karma good as dower, 
And all are scattered like pearls of a chain 
In amour-grapplings torn and broken 
If Karma weak might cower. 94 
90 
Discreet men weigh the pros and cons 
Of all their actions before; 
The consequence of hasty actions 


To death remains a sore. 95 


28 

91 
In India born, the land of Karma, 
Whoever penance doth not, 
His folly is but m the fashion 
Of one that in a diamond-pot 
Would cook but oil-cakes 
With sandal-wood for stakes; 
Of one that tills with a golden plough 
For acrop of caltrop-cotton; 
Of one that sows Eleusine to grow 
And fences the field with plantain. 

92 


Nor beauty fructifies nor conduct good, 
Nor lineage nor learning nor service, 
But Karma alone, ’tis understood, 


Gives fruit like trees. 
93 


Dive in the seas; on Meru’s top arrive, 
Smite thy foes in wars, or learn 
To till, to trade, to serve; all arts derive; 
Wing the sky like a bird; but thou canst earn 
No more than that thy Fate shall give, 
And Fate by Karma ruled must live. 
94 
In war, in water, in fire, in wood, 
In sleep, in dangers, on hills, ’mid foes, 
Of former lives thine action good 
With thee bestowing safety goes. 
95 
The wilderness becomes his capital city, 
All world becomes his kith and kin; 
And his the hidden treasures of Earth shall be 
Whose former lives have been benign. 
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BOOK Il LUST AND LIFE : SRINGARA SHATAKA 


IN PRAISE OF WOMAN 


1 
With smiles and wooing gestures, blushes and fear, 
With mild restraint and sidelong looks, fair words 
And green-eyed jealousy, with shallow quarrels and hordes 
Of such enchantments, women bind men and endear. 
2 
Her kindly looks that through the half-closed eyes 
Right under her brow’s bow-bend dearly flush, 
Her loveloquence, and tripping gait of praise, 
Are Woman’s ornaments and arms in ambush. 
3 
Here knitting brows, there bending head abashed, 
Here startled, displaying graceful attitudes there; 
And here and there with a lily-face dew-washed, 
Do amorous maids strew hihies everywhere. 
4 
Her moon-bright face, and eyes that lotuses deride; 
Her hair that steals the bumbie-bee’s pnde; 
Her body’s lustre excelling gold in hue; 
Her hip that’s broad; her breasts harder far 
Than elephant’s head, and large as much too; 
For Woman indeed these makeless ornaments are. 
5 
Her small and bashful smile, her lingering glance; 
Her tuneful vibration of words felicitous, new, 
Her gentle gait with sprouting-soft romance, 
To maiden youth each adds a beauty—hue. 


2 
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What is th 
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What’s best ana maiden-wonders of youth profuse. 7 
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With the golden jin 


Indeed! The poets that atin Woman ‘weak : 
Are spurious of judgement, for, how one bespeak* 
Sith Jndra himself like others doth defeat take 
From Woman’s striking looks, for Woman’s sake. 10 
10 
This Madan seems to be the errand-boy 
Of Woman wherefore he posts to the man shown by 
His lady’s sidelong looks, so virgin-coy, 
And teases him till his love crop into a sigh. 1] 
11 
Your tuft of hair is straight and ordered saintly, 
Your eyes to ears extending shine so scholarly, 
Your mouth with twice-born teeth has brahmin piety, 
Your breast-hills house many a sage-like pearl; 
So tranquil, thy body inspires my love, O girl! 12 


18 


12 
O dear! O dear! How strange an archer you are! 
Without a bow, without an arrow, still, 
With bow-string beauties my manly heart to mar! 
O dear! O dear! how strange an archery skill! 
13 
Be thére the lamp, be there the sun; 
The moon and stars let shine; 
To me the world is darkness one, 
Sans deer-eyed lady mine. 
14 
Thy heavy breasts and stayless looks and brow, 
And leaflet lips of amorous red—all harrow; 
And these may harrow too; but how doth so 
The impartial hair that above thy navel doth grow 
Like Madan’s inscription of love in grace and glow? 
15 
Her moonlight face is moonstone true; 
Her deep-black hair is sapphire inlaid; 
Her hands are rubies by leaflet hue; 
Thus diamond-studded shines the maid. 
16 
Her heavy breasts are Jupiter, and her face 
Is lustrous Moon; her gentle feet are Saturn; 
The maid is formed of all the planet's grace. 
17 
What if her breasts are heavy, stiff? 
Her lip is great, her face is handsome: 
Why restless be, O heart!? And if 
Thou hast desires for all of them, 
By righteous living earn the title, 
Without the which thou reapest little. 
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hful maiden. 

19 
Beseeching-sweet and love-engendennB glad; 
Of style enchanting, guileless in poe : 

Of native fairness; in fidelity clad; 
Are Woman’s whispers at amour-sport. 


LUST IN ACTION 
20 


Again and again shading her body 
Under the trees of the garden, . 
With uplifted breast-cloth evading the moon, 


So wanders a lonely maiden. ‘s 


So long unseen, we wish to see the Woman's face; 

When seen she is, we crave her close embrace; 

Embraced at last is the wide-eyed maid, we craze 

About for bodily oneness with her nights and days. 
22 

For him indeed is heaven here and now 

Who hugs his lady love to his naked bosom, 


Of skill in arts © 
The acts of newly-yout 


Her hair perfumed with blooming jasmine blossom, 


Her sandal-scented body tickling love. 
23 


Of slow-surrendering restraint at first; of new-born 
Passion, then; abashed and powerless, next; 

Then, full of love; then, void of all pretext;— 

In amorous use is Woman adept grown. 
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19 


35 


24 
If with a glad awareness joyed by both, 
In sexual pleasure, transient though it be, 
The purpose of love is gained uprightly, wisely:- 
‘Tis thus resolyed by nuptial lovers of youth. 26 
— * 25 
This is unjust and most disorderly here 
That the old indulge in amorous acts abstruse; 
That this is a blot in the Marker’s Work is clear 
When women love with breasts pendulous loose. 27 
26 
This greed is an ocean whose other shore none reached, 
If prime is lost, what worth is gold? 
So give me leave, my master!, to meet my love 
Before her youth is wrinkled cold. 28 
27 
’Tis jealousy’s home and fountain-head of Hell; 
’Tis seed of Folly, Wisdom-hushing cloud; 
*Tis Madan’s friend and patron of vices fell; 
’Tis source of dangers: So unique is youth the proud. 29 
28 
’Tis like a showering cloud to Passion-tree; 
’Tis like the flowing stream of gamesome love; 
For pearly-precious words ’tis like the sea; 
A mine of beauties; the moon to the bartavelle 
Of maiden eye: The man that does not bow 
To Youth is unique, dauntless of Youth’s prow. 30 
29 
If maids with flowing garments moonlight—fine 
And maids that bend for weight of solid breast, 
And maids with lily-eyes do not arrest, 
Why on earth round courts of kings do wise men pine?! 31 
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: dy 
do the wise SO stu 
ro ee someone with humbled heads’ 


—te 
Except for maids it - 

’ y, , 
Who Madan’s darts are ™" 
Whose looks are like the frightened deer’s, .. 


While there is Deliverance ready 


On Himalayan slopes beloved of seers, 


Where sit in bliss the sages 
On rocks washed by the aie 


O Life! thou strandless sea of viewless Truth! 

Art not without a shore, nor far to seek, 

If one but conquer maids in passionate youth; 

But from maids with toxic looks tis hard to break. 


THE TWO-FOLD WAY 
32 

The sensual pleasures tasteless , sapless too 

In consequence may be; or they be decried 

As native home of several sin; but true 

To speak, than altruism is no other virtue, 

Nor is a pleasanter thing than the lily-eyed. 
33 

Ye wise! that know right and wrong, prithee, 


What’s better to choose? and better to shun? of the two: 


The mountain’s girdle and the maid’s. Tell me 
Impartial of verdict, true to truth and to you. 
! 34 
In this world of dream-essence, 
In this world of uncertain consequence, 
For the wise the ways are two: 
The saintly have their due 


32 


33 


35 


36 


20 


[mbibing the nectar of spiritual knowledge 
While all the worldly men do pledge 
To pleasure their hearts possesst 
Of Woman’s lip and breast 
As the only teachers of amorous acts 
To caress Woman’s privatest parts. 
35 
Let’s drop this idle talk; but two 
Are profitable things, the wise men find: 
The heavy-breasted maidens inclined 
To sports of love for ever new, 
And godly thoughts in woods to pursue. 
36 
O men! I tell you impartial truth, 
In seven worlds the only one: 
Naught pleases better than a maid in youth 
Nor sorrows aught may cause but woman. 


IN CENSURE OF WOMAN 


37 
O lotus-faced! O fair—browed! 
O huge-hipped! O tight-breasted! 
O lily-eyed! O mine beloved! 
Thus even the man with wisdom endowed 
Addresses, pleasures and loves (infested 
By lust) the maid who is a proved 
Filthy leather bag, in fact: 
Of lust so wondrous is th’ impact. 
38 
To think of Woman is to suffer; 
To see the woman is to be mad; 
To be infatuated it is to touch her: 
What sort of darling is Woman?!, my lad! 


37 


39 
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40 
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42 


38 
39 

So long she stands in view 

Thus long is Woman nectar, 

But out of sight to you 

No poison is more bitter. 43 
40 


A whirlpool of doubts and home to disobedience pert; 
A city of risks; of faults a treasure-trove, 
A swarm of mischiefs; a field of distrust inert; 
A check at Heaven’s gate, and Hell’s forebrow; 
A nectar—named inviting, cheating gall; 
A noose to all the living things : O God! 
Who made this woman—machine to mar men all? 45 
4] 
Oh! think again: The moon is not her face 
Nor lilies are the pair of woman’s eyes; 
With gold is not her body made: Disgrace! 
To credit Woman for such of poets’ lies; 
For, even the knowing man, being deceived, 
Of all his knowledge of spiritual truth relieved, 
To worship Woman’s body compounded of skin 
And flesh and bone, is dulled c thus caught in. 46 
2 
To Woman are native all her graces; 
The fool but fancies much of these: 
The Crimson hue belongs to lotuses 
In vain buzz around bumble-bees, ; 47 
4 
Her face outmoons the moon; 
Her form, no doubt, is sublime: 
‘Tis so in life’s midnoon, ) 


21 


39 


But past is when prime, 


All turns to bane full soon. 48 


- 44 
The folds on her abdomen are swelling waves, 
Protruding breasts are ruddy geese, 
And lotus is her face; while raves 
A heart of water-brute cruelties : 
This woman-river no wise man braves. 
45 
While wooing one with sweet discourse 
On another she puts her passionate eye, 
A third in thought she secretly adores : 
Whom does Woman love, by the by? 
46 
Her sidelong looks are poison; crooked, her gait, 
Her amour-graces, hoods; this serpent—maid 
O flee! The doctors heel a serpent-bite; 
The Woman-bitten no charmer dare doth aid. 51 
47 
Do not you wander in the wood of Woman’s body, 
O traveller Thought! for, hard-enmeshed you will be 
In the wayless hills of Woman’s breasts; and there 
The bandit Madan waylays whoever fare. 
48 
Lost am I not when stung by the teaming—black 
And crooked serpent large, but lost am I 
(For cure is none with charmer or any quack) 
When stung by the wandering glance of Woman’s eye. 
49 
In Woman is music; in Woman is rocking dance; 
In Woman is honey; in Woman is perfume sweet; 
In Woman’s breasts is the feel of bliss—In a trance, 
By senses betrayed, I dulled in things discreet. 


49 


50 


53 


54 


55 


40 
50 


This epilepsy of love disarms a spell, 
Nor can apothecary’s potions fight, 

Nor could the many appeasing rites quell; 
It shakes the frame and blurs the sight. 


51 
To the blind, th’ ugly, uncouth and wrinkled old; 


To th’ ignoble, pusful leprosy-stricken lot; 
Alike for a petty piece of inglorious gold 
The strumpet sells her body: Who on her would dote? 
52 
The whore is Madan’s fire 
With beauty-fuel inflamed; 
As things of sacrifice *twere 
Man’s wealth and youth infamed. 
53 
Which nobly born would kiss the pair 
Of strumpet’s lips though leaflet fair, 
Which, like a spittoon, secretions receives 
Of menials, duffers, tramps and thieves? 
54 
Woman’s mouth is a nectar-pint, 
Her heart is a cureless poison-gland; 
Men therefore drink from her mouth’s precinct, 
Her breasts men strike with a cruel hand. 


THE WAY OF RIGHT RENUNCIATION 
55 
The lily-eyes; the youthful swollen-huge 
And hard-nippled breasts; and folds on waist so thin; 
On seeing these, beyond passion’s deluge 
Whoever holds, he is the sage’s kin. 
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41 


56 
Enough, enough, O maid! Why dost thou rain 
On me thy half-eyed gentle looks? In vain 
Is all thy hardship, now that I am beyond 
My boyish lust, now past is my folly fond, 
And now is ignorance shaken, all earthly train 
Is now but grass: I’d reach the forest fain. 62 
57 
This maiden always cons over me with her look, 
What does she want of me? My folly is gone, 
Inflammation of Madan’s flower—dart forsook, 
But still this piteous maid cons over and on. 
58 
Why sorest thy hand, O Madan!, twanging thy bow? 
And thou, O Koil! Why pratest soothing soft? 
Enough, O maid!, with sidelong looks of love: 
With nectar of meditation of Shiva’s feet I’m aloft. 64 
59 
For those in mind and spirit who are one, 
Separation too is but union; 
For those that have of spirits separation, 
Union itself is disunion. 


63 


65 


60 
On sight of the season’s new clouds, reflecting so, 
A traveller stayed away from home and season’s glee:- 
Separation-torn, if my love is dead, why go? 
Why too if she’s alive though severed from me? 
61 
Abstain from Woman’s transient union, O wise man!, 
Unite with the maids of Friendship, Knowledge and Mercy; 
For, pearly-necklaced breasts and girdle can 


Your refuge form Hell never, never be. 67 


42 
62 


What joy are woman's words and kisses, aes 
e-moon with sighing mis 3 
risen ul in eternal union 


To him whose mind and so | 
Of enlightened visions of yogic practices are onc. 
63 


The world was all one-Woman to love—blind me; 
But now with wisdom’s collyrium soothed ts th’ eye, 
From blinding lust and passions now am free, 

The Cosmos all is now the Supreme L 


THE WAY OF WRONG COMPLACENCE 


64 
By woman’s flashing eyelid fan 
As long unblown, remains ablaze 
The light of Wisdom in the righteous man, 
When fanned, it flickers and dies in a haze. 
65 
How verbal-pious are saints to prate 
On Woman’s love the strictest ban! 
What man indeed with Woman is satiate?! 
With ruby-girdled maids who is wan?! 
66 
Misknowing is he, or a cunning cheat, 
Whoever dishonours Woman’s love; 
For, penances and the thousand sacred feat 
Are aimed at winning Heaven’s harlots above. 
67 . 
The mammoth’s might is easily shorn; 
The raging lion is easily torn; 
I say’t the mightiest man to scorn, 
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71 


72 


23 


No man there is but cowards forlorn 
To win the trophies by Madan worn. 73 
68 
Thus long the righteous path men tread; 
Thus long the senses five men win; 
Thus long abashed are men and shy to sin, 
Thus long the prudent elders men dread; 
So long as not the hearts of men are sped 
By darts of Woman’s looks with lashes for wings 
And eye-brows drawn to th’ ear for bow-strings. 74 
69 
Indeed is Brahma’s a timid lot: 
He dare not check in anger what 
By love’s increasing lunacy set 
Is meant and done by dames in rut. 
70 
Man’s learning, prudence and birth are unblamed 
So long as man is not inflamed 
In senses five by Madan’s fire 
Of passionate, lusty, wretched desire. 
71 
Of learned men and men of tested virtue, 
The men that earn their final prize are few, 
For, here on earth unlocking gates of Hell 
Like keys are crooked lashes of the fair—eyed belle. 77 
72 
The bony, curtailed, lame and earless, blind, 


Infected, pusful, wounded, hungry dog 
That’s wreathed with a broken pot, doth run behind 


A seasoned bitch and wooes her, tail agog. 
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76 


78 


44 
73 


Behold! the fools that brave Madan’s mint 
Called Woman who gives all life’s bliss and sheen, 
In preference to the bliss of a viewless Heaven’s precinct, 
Are beggared, nudists made, and shaven clean. 79 
74 
The saints that lived on water, air and leaves, 
Vishvaamitra, Paraassara, and others the like, 
Forsake their godly lives, and each receives 
His bliss from women lotus-faced. Belike 
That, then, if men that feed on milk and ghee 
And curds and rice might ban the sensual glee, 
The Vindhya sinketh not but floats on the sea. 80 


THE SEASONS . 
75 
Perfumed are breezes and every branch 
With ruby leaflets looks like a bunch; 
The female koils with songs are won; 
And pearled with sweat is moon-faced woman: 
The Spring holding reign on earth, 
What is not blessed with new-born mirth? 8] 
76 
The spring to lovers disjoined doth bring, 
With Malaya-breezes and koils singing, 
But pinings, pantings, sighs and the like: 
In woes e’en nectar like bane doth strike. 82 
77 
The graceful maids expressing mixed feelings 
At once of anger, pleasure and fear, in amour; 
The Koil’s dreamy, sweet and tender chirpings; 
The bowery bed; discourse of poets; and glamour 


24 


Of moonlight; wreaths of many-coloured flowers— 
In Spring such things as these give joy to lovers. 
78 
Like fuel to set ablaze the sacrificial fire 
Of the traveller's wife's unfulfilled amour-desire, 
The mango leaflets ruby-red do gleam: 
On these the Koils perch their desirous eyes that beam, 
And soothing-slow Malaya-breezes stream. 
79 
The breeze that bears with it the sandal smell, 
From Malaya mountain blowing slow and soft, 
So long as does not bind the maid by spell 
Thus long her amour-quarrels keep aloft. 
80 
Qh! Who is not with increased love 
Instilled? While from the mango-grove 
The breezes strew a pollened scent, 
And the bee-loud Spring has honey unspent. 
81 
The dames with sandal powder wet and grey, 
The blossom-bunch and shower-baths in day; 
The jasmined breeze, upstairs and moonlit nights, 
Give Summer’s bliss in Madan’s tameicss rites. 
82 
A wreath of flowers, the gentle air of fans, 
The rays of moon, the jocund sports in a lake, 
The foaming drinks and tissue clothes, are man’s 
Enduring balm for Summer’s wild love-ache. 
83 
The whitewashed house and bright-rayed moon, 
The sandal scent and odorous bloom, 
Besides woman, bite the loveloon, 
But never these the sages gloom. 
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Imposes love-sickness on every live thing: 
The rainy cloud-ranges _— bring. 


The sky that’s layered with clouds; the earth’s surface 
That’s blown with mushrooms gray, the air that bears 
The season’s first perfume; the peacock’s grace; 

Impassion all, both stoge and a, with amour-cares 


The dashing clouds are up above; 
On every hill is peacock—dance, 
The Earth itself is a mushroom-grove: 
Which way doth the traveller advance? 
87 
The lightning flashes more and more ; 
List ho! the cloud’s thundering roar! 
And lo! The spreading pendanus smells, 
And list! The dancing peacock-trills: 
With sights and sounds like these imbued, 
Unless is soothed her lusty mood, 
O how? O how, when loneliness preys, 
The lovely damsel may spend her days? 
88 
In the pm-drop silence of night when the sky in cracks 
Like to a tattler growls and roars and pours 
In volleys large, each golden maid that tracks 
Her lord adores the lightning and deplores. 
89 
For heavy rains the lovers wander not; 
For shivering chill their ladies embrace them tight; 
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The sprayey winds engender amorous thought: 
By love the gloomy days are dubbed to light. 
90 
By midnight acts of love tired and athirst, 
While with a quivering hand the damsel pours 
Into a glass the water silver-drest 
In moonlight, whoso drinks, his fortune scores. 
91 
The dishes sauced with milk and curds and ghee; 
The cnmson garb, the damsel parading her breasts 
And thighs, relaxed in embrace;—with these is he 
The fortune—favoured, used in love, who rests 
Chewing betel leaves and nut in glee. 
92 
In the season of florescent saffron trees, 
With jasmine-honey drunk, the bees, 
And hibiscus rocked in sprayey breeze, 
Whoe’er for even a minute untwined 
Are from the deer-eyed dames, they find 
The nights prolonged in hellish kind. 
93 
Like a lover softly kissing their cheeks 
And brushing their lingering locks from the face, 
And nipping the breasts and nipple-peaks, 
The Winter Wind keeps maids in embrace. 
94 
Entangling the hair and kissing the lip, 
And tickling the limbs he’d naked strip, 
The Winter Wind with wanton games 
Thus often woos the lovely dames. 
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BOOK Ill THE GRAND FINALE : VAIRAGYA SHATAKA 
t 
With the wreath of quivering moon-ray flame on head, 
With wandering Madan-fly singed and sped, 
So Shiva shines, of Spiritual Knowledge the light, 
At home in saintly hearts, removing the Night 
Of Ignorance, and leading to the Good and the Right. l 


IN SPITE OF GREED 
2 


In countries trackless-hard I walked in vain; 

I slaved, forsaking pride of birth, and fain 

I ate at various homes like a cautious crow : 

O cursed Greed! I have not earned a grain, 

But thou uncontented still soarest e’en so. zZ 
3 

I delved the Earth and crossed the seas 

For hidden and foreign treasure; 

I melted ores and chanted sprites 

And acted the Ruler’s pleasure; 

Alas! my pains are set at naught: 

Rest, rest, O Greed! with what you got. 3 
4 

The vulgar words of heinous men I bore 

And smiled a tearful heart’s shallow smile; 

The foolish rich in vain did I adore; 

O cursed Greed! What puppet-show more vile. 4 
5 


For the sake of breath which is unsteady 

Like water on a lotus—leaf, 

What didn't I do?! The hardened wealthy 

To please, forsaking shame and grief, 

I indulged even in praise of myself. 5 
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‘Tis we, not joys, that a enjoyed; | 
Not time but we are p . 
Tis we, not hopes, that are destroyed; 


Not sins but we are cast. : 


With wrinkles spread o’er is all the face; 
The head with graying hair is white; 

The limbs are losing strength and grace; 
But Greed is growing young = bright. 


Desire for glory is lost, and spilt is manly pride; . 

All bosom-friends are dead; my stick’s my gentle guide; 

Both eyes with blinding film are marred; yet, O chide 

My folly!, of wretched body’s death I’m most afraid. 
10 

Desires are water, Greed is billows; 

Passions are crocodiles; Doubts are birds; 

Uncrossable too for fear of danger—herds;— 

The River of Hope on earth thus flows 

With high unreachable banks of woes 

Uprooting the Tree of Fortitude: 

Who cross this river with rectitude 

Are yogis named of Beatitude. 
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53 
THE WAY OF RENUNCIATION 
1} 


All worldly business seems unsafe to me; 
Methinks, of righteous living too the consequence 
Is fearful; for, the end of virtues be 
But sensual joys which end in woe by transience. 1] 
12 
All sensuai pleasures flee us soon or late; 
May not we, then, renounce them ourselves? 
When they leave us, our heart a sorrow delves; 
If we leave them, we climb to a tranquil state. 12 
13 
The wise with Spiritual knowledge blessed 
Forsake the wealth by them possessed: 
But we, with merest thoughts obsessed 
Of wealth we never had, nor now 
Nor ever shall have, we tug and tow. 13 
i4 
The birds fearless drink the tears of joy 
Of those that dwell in the bliss of Beatitude 
In mountain-caves; and we, e’en as we toy 
Our time with mansions, gardens—Fancy’s brood— 
In merest thought pleasured, are no good. 14 
15 
A tasteless beggary-food, eaten once 
A day; the earth is bed; the body is attendant: 
A quilt, all torn and worn and pieced-up, is attendant; 
E’en so, from sensual joys turns not this conscience. 15 
16 
Her breasts that are but tlesh and gore 
To golden pots are compared; 
To her face that is but phlegmatic store 
All grace of Moon is spared; 
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Her waist that 
An elephant’s 
Again and agal 
The Woman’s body, begu 


None but Shiva, no 


is but urine-wet 

head is styled: 

nso paints the poet 

iled. 16 
17 


ne but Shiva 1s, 


Of all the down-to-earth men, — 

None but Shiva, none but Shiva 15, 

Of all the saints of Renunciation, 

Or to part his body’s half to please his love 

Or to soar beyond the reach of Woman, 

The rest of men with Madan’s poison—darts 

Are struck to swoon and are disabled 

To joy with women, with clear minds and hearts 

Or to leave behind Illusions fabled. 17 


18 


Innocence Icads insects to the bud of fire; 

Innocence lures the fish to th’ angler’s bait; 

But we, the knowing men, alas! walk straight 

Into sensual traps : What ignorance dire! 18 


19 


The thirsty man with a parched tongue 

Doth drink the water cool and sweet; 

The hungry man eats rice and meat; 

The man with Madan’s fire so stung, 

Embraces tight a youthful dame; 

All these are but the various cure 

For man’s various disease, to be sure; 

To name them ‘pleasures’ is fault and shame. 19 


20 


The house is big, the children are good; 
And countless are the treasures; 
The wife is handsome; joy is youth;- 


29 


Believing fast these pleasures, 

The ignorant fool is self-imprisoned: 
But knowing their transient measures 
The wise forsake these pleasures. . 


IN SPITE OF PITEOUS BEGGARY 


21 
A piteous wife with hungry children crying 
And pulling at her worn-out clothes, 


She herself underfed; ........... with her voice drying 


For shame and fear, whoe’er not loathes 
To beg? if not for sights as these so trying. 
22 
’Tis hard this cunning stomach-pot to fill 
Which is full strong in crushing self-respect; 
To shut the Virtue-lotus tis of moon’s skill; 
An axe the creeper of shame to cut and dissect. 
23 
In brahmin—villages grey with smoke of rites 
With a beggar’s bowl, while hunger bites, . 
To beg at every door may not be foul; 
But every day among one's kith and kin 
To live so piteously poor is surely sin. 
24 
What!? Are all Himalayan places flooded?! 
That are by spraying waves of Ganga cooled 
And are by strolling gods with piety studded, 


That men now eat like beggars slighted, ridiculed. 


25 
Are herbs and roots in woods destroyed?! 
Are mountain—streams dry?! 
Did trees of fruit with sweetness cloyed 
And clothes of bark, all die?! 


20 


21 


22 


23 


24 
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56 
If not, why brook insults untold 
ion? 
And wait on men unbenign ! 
Who, having somehow earned some gold, 


Look down upon fellow men. s 


Come on! Let’s go from hence, my love, to where 
No money-delirious face is seen; 
Where we may live on fruit without a care 
And sleep on beds of leaflets pom 
In every wood is tree-fruit growing free, 
In every river 1s water cool; 
A delicate bed of leaflets is also ready; 
But still at wealthy doors men mewl. 
28 
Awake from meditation, in my mountain cell, 
On my blissful bed of mountain-rock, 
I smile in thoughts of those that in beggary dwell 
For sensual joys of a heinous stock. 
29 
The bliss of the blissful never ends, 
Nor e’er the greed of the greedy mends; 
Why, then, by Brahma made is Meru? 
Its golden store to whom is due? 
30 
The charity-food of Shiva is praised to be 
Beloved of saints, the pious, the fearless, the free, 
Destructive of sins and prejudice, pride and woes: 
Such charity-food on men Shiva endows. 
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26 


27 


28 


29 


30 


30 


THE TRANSIENCE OF PLEASURES 


31 
Fear of disease in passionate mirth; 
In beauty, fear of age; 
Fear of fall in noble birth; 
In goodness, of villains’ rage; 
Fear of royal tax in gold; 
In honour, fear of scholars bold; 
In strength, of foes untame; 
Fear of death in body too: 
The world is full of fear: 
For men on earth detachment true 
Is but the fearless dear. 

32 

By death is birth prepossessed, and youth by age; 
By greed is joy distressed, and peace by a maid; 
By envy, virtues; forests, by beasts of rage; 


. Kings, by the wicked; wealth, by being unstaid;- 
All marred: What is unmarred when all is weighed? 


33 
Diseases of mind and body frighten health; 
And danger floods to where is hoarded wealth; 
Ali living things by death are ready-possessed: 


What created thing by Fate is permanent blessed? 


34 
Like falling waves are joys unsteady, 
And breath is also temporary, 
All youthful lust but holds short sway: 
Well-meaning wise of the world, O ye! 
Think that the world’s an affair of a day, 
And focus thine all in the spintual way. 

35 

All pleasures of men are lightning—brief; 
Destructible is breath, on lotus—leaf 
As is the scattered water-drop; 
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33 


34 


id must go flop; 
All yout ie And centre thy soul 
he neditaive bliss of thy sae 4 goal. 
ve-like transient, youth is a day; 
ught-like sped; and lightning—way 
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of life, do think on Brahman. 
37 


The breath 1s wa 
And wealth is tho 
Are glories dead; 
To cross this ocean 


At birth, in mother’s womb we roll in scum; 
In youth, we bear separation from the beloved; 
in age, we suffer the chuckles of dames handsome; 


O man! Where, then, is joy in life approved? 
38 


Old age like a tigress frightens; foe-like beat 
The many physical ills; life is but spilt 
Like water from a broken pot: Indiscreet, 
Man yet doth others harm: What lust of guilt! 
39 
Unsteady are the various glories; 
With stuff as these the world is made: 
Why wander herein? No, not these; 
Ye men! Forsake this earthly trade 
And, if ye have belief in us, 
Let snap the binding chains of greed, 
And win ye peace, meditating thus 
Thy native home in Brahman decreed. 
40 
Brahma, Indra, Marut — all heavenly powers 
Are inferior stuff, glories of lordship are crude, 
Though o’er three worlds, to him whoe’er discovers 
The taste and dwells in Bliss of Beatitude; 
Seek not, ye wise! The joys of a transient brood. 


a 
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38 


39 


40 
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THE POWER OF TIME 


4] 

The beautiful city, its mighty king, 

His vassal lords beside; 

The scholar—council, handsome belles 

And princes dignified; 

The heralds, bards and flattering discourse; 

All these by Time defied 

Are now but things of memory made: 

Almighty Time be ever prayed. Al 

42 

Where many were, there now is one, 

Where was but one, there many be; 

At last, all gone, there now is none: 

On the gambling board of Earth, a game 

With dice of day and night, in glee 

Is played by Kala and consort Kali 

With human pawns that come and came. 42 

43 

Through dawn and dusk all span of life doth seep away, 
Through life’s encumbering duties time doth pass unknown, 
Of birth, dangers, age and death nor fear doth sway; 

With wine of ignorance drunk, the world in oblivion is thrown. 43 

44 

Night is the same, the same is Day; 

Well knowing this, the creatures run 

On various works anew begun; 

So doing the done, by ignorance won, 
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Unashamed are they: What wondrous play! Ae 


45 
Nor toyed with lovely women’s breastal twins, 
Nor worshipped Shiva s feet to purge my sins, 
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Nor practi 
Born was I my moth 


sed Virtue to win Swarga’s joy, 
er’s youth to destroy. 45 
46 


to disarm the rival scholars of prize, 
Heaven through fearless heroic feat; 
of women sucked at moonrise; 
house is wasted youth the sweet.46 

47 
Nor fearless learning did I acquire, 
Nor wealth I earned to amass, . 
Nor served with conscience clear my sire, 
Nor held in my arms a lass; 
In crow-like seeking another’s food 
All life is past, in no way good. 

48 


Nor earned the learning 
Nor fame nor claims to 
Nor honeyed leaflet-lips 
Like a lamp in an empty 


47 


They were long dead, of whom I was born, 
With whom I was bred, my memory they adom; 
Now I, with daily-nearing fall, 
Like a tree on a sandy bank, forlorn, 
Stick on, with naught achieved at all. 48 
49 
The span of life for mortal men 
Is fixed at hundred years; 
One half is spent in sleep and oblivion; 
A quarter melts in tears, 
One quarter more is fully given 
To age and childhood fears: 
All life is wavy-vain commotion: 
Oh! where is joy, my dears?! 49 
50 
One moment, a child; one moment, a lusty youth; 
One moment, poor; one moment, rich; 
With wrinkled, broken limbs, like actors in truth, 
Behind the curtain of Death men reach. 50 
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61 
DISCOURSE OF A SAINT AND A KING 


51 
Thou art a sovereign king, and we are high 
With seer-vision hard-earned at the teacher’s feet; - 
Thou art for splendours named; our praises lie 
To horizons spread in poesy’s flowing fleet: 
Between us two, no difference holds of state: 
If indifferent thou, thy praise we care not to prate. 51 
52 
Thou lordest wealth; we lord all-lording lore; 
You conquer kings; o’er rival scholars we score; 
The money-blind serve thee; and us, the wise; 
If thou carest not for us, o king! we nse 
And go; for, we care not for thee to praise. 52 
53 
We are content with clothes of coarsest bark, 
And thee the fine-spun fabrics adom; 
Content is all and difference is none; O hark! 
With widening thirst whoe’er is forlorn, 
That man indeed shall be the poorest wretch; 
When content abides the heart, who’s poor? who’s rich? 53 
54 
Enough is fruit our hunger to appease, 
Enough to drink is water sweet; 
Enough for clothes is bark of trees; 
Enough for bed is floor discreet: 
To take dishonour from wicked men 
With wine of money drunk, we're none. 54 
55 
We eat charity—food, 
And wear for clothes the sky, 
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And rest on floor: 
What shall we do with kings, forbye? 55 
56 


Nor actors nor singers nor debauchees 
Nor vulgar talkers are WE - 
Who are we to see the king? Not even 
Breast-weighed walkers are we. 

57 
Benignant souls created once the world; 
Benignant others held their sovercign state, 
And others, conquering, all in charity hurled; 
Yet others enjoy the fourteen worlds controlled: 
Why do these kings of cities pride and prate 
So delirious of their scanty rule elate. 

58 
By swarms of kings enjoyed has been this Earth; 
In possessing this what man hath any mirth? 


56 


57 


The owner of a fraction of a fraction of Earth should sorrow: 


Unfeeling stones that they are, men pride, e’en so. 58 


59 
An atom is Earth, encircled by water, 
Possessed by kings through many a battle; 
And kings are mean, no generous matter, 
Or, if they give, they give but little: 
From these whoe’er expect, low lie, 
Nay, lowest lie: O fie! fie, fie! 


SELF-APPRAISAL 
60 


59 


Why dwell, O heart! In woes of worshipping men, 
Reading minds, depending on their pleasure? 
Within, thou thyself holdest all: Enliven, 


Forsaking filthy want, and find the treasure. 61 
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61 
Why wander vainly, O heart! Rest thou, O rest! 
Whatever will be, will be; nor ever differently: 
Bewailing naught the past, with future unobsesst, 
Effortless comes what bliss, such thine shall be. 62 
. 62 
Away, my heart! from sensuous-forest maze, 
And come to the peaceful welfare—path of bliss; 
O leave this wave-like stayless wandering craze, 
Forsaking transient joys, be firm in Self-Genesis. 63 
63 
Wash off this ignorance, O heart! and love the feet 
Of Shiva wreathed with crescent moon; 
Accept to dwell in the Ganga-water retreat: 
What faith can one place, O loon! 
In waves, in water—bubbles, in tongues of flame, 
In snakes, in lightnings, in rills and love of a dame? 64 
64 
This wealth the strumpet makes the monarch’s brow 
Her cottage where she strolls; care not her charms, 
O heart! In Kashi, door to door we go, 
Content with a quilt and food that comes as alms. 65 
65 
What though the mortal—bodied man 
Has all—bestowing wealth? What though 
He set his foot on the enemy clan? 
And friends with splendours he did endow? 
To the end of the worlds extends his span 
Of life, quite so: What though? What though? 67 
66 
Devotion to Shiva; fear of death and birth;- 
We have at heart both these; 
The ties of kinship and woman’s sexy mirth;- 
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hman the Eternal, the loftiest, best, 


Meditate on Brat cin earthly etceferas 


ceaseless Mind! thou delvest deep to underworld 


O i} thou oe 
And soarest passing meridian 


And spreadest wide to horizons’ circle seeming—furled; 


How not you think on Brahman?! 


THE TRUE AND THE TRANSITORY 


69 
What use is learning the Vedas, Smritis, 
p 1S, Shastras deep and wide? What too 
Of all the rituals earning Heaven’s bliss? 
Excepting one, the care-destroying, true 
Beatitude, the rest are a trader’s business. 
70 
The plenteous Meru in doomsday fires flags; 
The seas with raging brutes evaporate; 
The mount—bome Earth shall itself disintegrate: 
What, then, of human body that ne’er retires 
But like an elephant—young’s ear-end wags? 
71 
The body contracts; the power of motion tatters; 
The teeth decay and fall; the eyes go blind; 
The ears go deaf; from the mouth saliva waters; 
The kindred dishonour word; the wife is unkind; 
The son becomes a foe when age is declined, 


68 


69 


70 


71 


72 


73 
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72 
On sight of graying hair, man is so shunned 
By women as on sight of bones a well 
In the village of untouchables : So age is chagrinned. 
73 
While body yet is strong and healthy; 
While wrinkled age is afar; 
While senses yet in function are steady; 
While days unnumbered are; 
’Tis meet that man for Deliverance churns: 
Why dig a well when the house burns? 
74 
Shall we by Ganga do penance? 
Or joy with wife and issue? 
Shall we imbibe from Shastras joyance? 
Or many arts pursue? 
Shall we do this? Or this? Or this? 
Insufficient life gives none the finis. 
75 
Like steeds are kings unsteady, 
Of uncertain benefice; 
But we are extremely greedy, 
Devoted to moneys; 
The body wanes with age, 
And Death our breath doth pillage: 
On earth, my friend! the sages end 
Is gained through naught but Knowledge. 
76 


When self-respect is wounded; when wealth is lost; 
When beggars disappointed go; when kindred wane; 


When servants leave; when prime is gone; the sane 
And sager seek the spiritual bliss untost 
In hill-side bowers or pious Gangetic plain. 
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76 


78 
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of aren ‘4 “ance, they have nor beauty nor grace. 79 
78 


- wwe fike these and W 
For, these are like the bud of flame; 
For ever fanned by the winged brood, 
So stayless brief, but joys in name. 


THE WORSHIP OF SHIVA 
79 


80 


The man that post-like bears himself a bind 
t_like raving, slaving mi 
ie the female elephants of earthly splendour, 
Nowhere is found in all three worlds: O wonder! 8] 
80 
This roaming free, this unbeggared food; 
This communion with the wise and good; 
This learning whose only goal is contentment, 
This mind to th’ exterior world unbent; - 
For what penance are these the wages 
Unknown it is, bethought for ages. 82 
81 
Desires in heart did wane, and youth in limbs did fade; 
For want of knowing men deserts lay waste; 
And Time is mighty, unsparing, Death’s tremendous blade;- 
What's best to do? Ah, yes! I know : In haste 
To reach for Shiva’s feet is the best to be blest. 83 


35 


82 
| make no difference of Shiva the Lord of Creation 
And Vishnu the All-pervading Soul of Cosmos 
But still in Shiva’s worship flows my devotion, 
83 
In nights of hushed up notes and liquid moon, 
And on Ganga’s sandy strip, 
Abhorring earthly rambles, when, how soon, 
| melt in Shiva’s teary worship?! 
84 
With full compassionate heart distributing moneys; 
Bethinking the woeful lot of this fated life; 
In penitent woods, in Shiva’s worship bliss, 
We spend the moonlit nights sans worldly strife. 
85 
My private parts behind a cloth—strip shoved; 
And hands on head in reverent posture, 
On Ganga’s bank in Kashi, crying aloud 
The many names of Shiva in rapture 
When will I spend my days in worship vowed? 
86 


With Ganga-water bathed, in mountain-cave, 
On blissful bed of rock beseated, [, 
Appeased with fruit, with earthly naught to crave 
But mind and body vowed to teachings suave 
Of preceptors, blessed in Self—Awareness, lie 
In Shiva’s worship, thinking on His mercy 
From woes of human bondage that saved me. 
87 
Alone and wantless, peaceful, clothed with the sky, 
And palm—vesselled, when will, O Shiva, 1 become 
In devotion strong my eared sins to defy? 
88 


By Shiva’s grace they see their goal and the way, 
Who make their palm their plate, with charity fed; 
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A ragged piece of cloth on the private part, 
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90 


The soul in peace an 
One needs; and having 
Cares not to hold three wo 


ut all together never tempt the sage : 
te wi i baal for — fishes’ rage. 
Lakshmi! seek to serve another one; 
Slee to possess me. Men there are that want . 
The worldly splendours, these thy vassals be. What relation 
Are you to him who nothing wants? And I am wont 
To eat the charity-food from a cup of leaf of plantain. 
92 
The floor is his handsome bed; his stretched hand his pillow; 
The sky his roof; the breeze his fan; the moon his lamp; 
So holding royal state, the yogi king-like doth go 
To bed with the Maid of Grand Detachment in Peace’s lap. 94 
93 
There be one only saint who is content 
With charity—food that comes unasked; who is 
Detached to ail, amidst many though; 
Who ever is within his spirit’s bent; 
Who has in rejection and acceptance an equal bliss; 


2 


93 
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Who wears a thrown-out ragged quilt: who’ 
Unproud that he is unborne by the play of ag 
And ever dwells in joy of Self—Awareness. 


94 
Is he an untouchable? A brahmin? or a lowly caste? 
A penitent sage? or a saint of Beatific wan” 
While tattlers prattle so, self-possesst 
Unangry moves the yogi through world’s delusion. 
95 


For snakes Brahma made the air 
As food non-violent; 
For beasts, the grass; and floor unfair 
As bed of contentment; 
For searching men is made a life 
Beyond the worldly sinful strife. 

96 
On Ganga’s bank, on Himalayan rock, 
In lotus—posture seated 
While deer with itching bodies flock 
And rub against me, elated 
In Beatitude of yogic sleep, 
O Lord! when will I myself steep? 
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The palm is the plate; and charity—food is food 

Unasked in wanderings given, the body to keep; 

The skies are clothes unsoiled, wide and good; 

The earth is bed for carefree biissful sleep;- 

Whoe’ er has these, in joy of detachment strong, 

Shall conquer sins of worldly actions wrong. 
98 

Thou Earth, my Mother! My father, Wind! 

My Brother, Sky! And Fire, my Friend! 

Good kin, thou Water! My respects take, 

For, all through thee my Self is awake. 
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GLOSSARY 
The food of the gods in Greek mythology, 
The food of the gods in Hindu mythology, 
The fire embedded in the oceans. 
The creator God in Hindu mythology, one of 
ity, 
ae the divine power beyond even 
the Hindu Trinity. 
The moon God in Hindu mythology and 
ae Uttaanapaada in Hindu epics, 
as boon from lord Vishnu a position in 

galaxy as the lode-star or pole-star. 
The Goddess of Water in Hindu mythology, 
consort of Lord Shiva who preserves her in 
his ethereal hair-plait. Also the name of a 
river in North India. —— 

receptor , also ca ri ‘ 
ane akc ei in Hindu mythology. 
Also the name of planet Jupiter in Indian 

logy and astronomy. 

a that emerged from the Sea of Milk 
while the gods and the demons churned it, 
in Hindu mythology. 
Mountain ranges to the north of India. 
Presiding deity of Himaalai. 
King of the gods in Hindu mythology. 
Also called Jraavath, the white Elephant 
which emerged from churning of the Sea of 
Milk, indra’s mount, 
God of Time, the God of Death. Also Lord 
Shiva, the Destroyer, in Hindu Trinity. 
One of the Trinity of motherhood, Consort 
of lord Shiva, also named Maaya, Parvathi, 
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Lakshmi 


Rudra 


71 


Shakthi, Prakrithi etc., the Goddess of Nature 


and the cycle of Creation, growth and 
destruction in Hindu 


Work and the fruit of work. 
A North Indian city, also Known as 
Vaaranaasi, on the banks of River Ganga. 

An Indian song-bird, harbinger of the sori 

season. i 
An avataar or manifestation of Lord Vishnu, 
the Tortoise who bore the weight of 


in Mandhara during the churning of 
the Sea of Milk by gods and demons, in 
Hindu mythology 


The Goddess of light, Happiness and Wea!: . 
Consort of Lord Vishnu, said to have been 


born from the Sea of Milk during the 
churning. One of the Trinity of Motherhood. 


The God of Love and Sex, son of 
Vishnu, famed for his handsomeness. 

A mountain in Hindu mythology, famed for 
its proverbia!'y cool and soothing breezes. 
God of Wind in Hindu mythology. 

The mountain known as the golden 
mountain in Hindu mythology. 

Author of the Prescriptive social science 
known by his name. 
Eighteen in number wntien by Veda Vyaasa, 
2 saint in Hindu mythology. 

The demon that sneaked into the orders of 
the gods, drank amrita with them and 
became immortal even though his body was 
truncated from his head. 


A name of Lord Shiva, one of the Hindu 
Trinity, 


Smriti(s) 
Surya 


Swarga 


Vajra 


Veda(s) 


Vindhya 
Vishnu 


Vishvaamitra 


Yogi 
Yogic 


Hindu scriptures on the several arts . 
sciences. nd 
One of the Hindu Trinity, the threee 
destroyer, known for self-knowledge 
Spiritual Awareness; dwells in burial groun = 
wears cobras for ornaments, smears his bode 
with ash and wears an elephant-skin as loin 
cloth; lord of wealth and spiritual powers: 
liberal giver of boons. i 
prescriptive social sciences written from time 
to time. 

The Sun God, also the star Sun in Indian 
astrology and astronomy. 

The abode of the gods in Hindu mythology 
the world where individuals after death 
receive their rewards of pleasures in measure 
with their virtues. 

indra’s weapon, shaped like the human back- 
bone, said to be the back-bone indeed of sage 
Dadhichi 

Hindu scriptures, believed to be Knowledge 
indestructible, divided by Veda Vyaasa into 
four books, namely Rig, Yajus, Saama and 
Atharva. 

Mountain range in Central India. 


The sustainer God or preserver God, one of 
Hindu Trinity. 


A Sage famed for tenacious effort and 
application in achieving his heart’s desire. 
Creator of a separate swarga, OF delectable 
world for king Thrishanku. 


One who achieves communion with God. 
Adj., of Yoga, the Science of self-knowledge. 
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